ai6	TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
In the gendarme post outside the village lay an old
Greek watchman. He had refused bread to Zaffiri
and the brigands had beaten him with the sharp edges
of knives, as they had beaten the woman of the village
of Jews. As he lay in his blood-soaked clothes and
died slowly, he told us all he knew and that the band
was out in the open country.
Messages were sent to put in motion every gendarme
to intercept the brigands. We took horses from Pendik
and set out northwards. The street was bright and
warm in the pleasant winter's sun. At the last corner
sat a beggar. His legs were stumps horribly mauled
and exposed to win pity. He had one withered arm
drawn across his breast. The palm of his hand was
turned up for alms and the fingers were all twisted
together. His head was shaved close. He had but
one eye. The other was a glaring white socket. He
sat in the bright sun while the wind brought up the
taste of good salt from the sea. He mewed at me, for
his tongue had been torn out. He looked as if he had
been half pinched in some colossal and horrible vice.
He had once been comely and strong, but the Turks
had massacred his village and he had been left mutilated
and for dead. He had revived and in his twisted awful
deformity, in the open sunny street, he sat a fitting
relic of Ottoman rule.
We came to the Moslem village of Samandra, and
decided to rest the night. When the Governor sat to
hear complaints, an old Armenian hobbled up to accuse
the villagers of persecuting him. Our inquiries showed
that he was the rich man of the village, but he would

